144                 WOOLLY JAKE
You take it from me, honies,
De lub of gals and boys, Like de snn in de morn on de golden corn,
Am de brightest and best ob our joys.
uDen Jake he got took wid religion,
And wished to be born again, "Wid a soul like a little white lamb
That hab just been washed by de rain. He 'lowed he was full up wid sin,
And dat for a chicken ob eight, Twas a terrible woe to go down below,
Par away from de pearly gate.
" But, Lawks! a passel ob nonsense
It all did seem to be. I didn't want Jake no whiter,
He was white enough for me. But Jake he groaned and sighed,
'To de debbil you will belong. You ain't as good as you oughter should.'
And I aint berry sure he was wrong.
"He wished to pray a bit,
But nebber a prayer he knew. So he went whar a reberend preacher
"Was preachin' to his crew, And he listened wid all his might,
But dat Reberend roared so loud, He couldn't understan' what de matter was in han',
And no more could <Je whole blame crowd.